Belle said. Her hand stirred in Horace's* "I had
to listen to Harry for two years. Explaining why he
couldn't go. As if I cared whether he did or not,"

"He had a family to support/11 Mrs. Marders sog~

brightly. Belle half reclined^ her head against

the chair-back^  her hidden  hand   moving  slowly In

Horace's, exploring^ turning ceaselessly, like a separate

volition curious but without warmth.

"Some of them were aviators/9 the girl continued.
She stood with one little unemphatic hip braced against
the table, her racket clasped beneath her arm, turning
the pages of a magazine. Then she closed the magazine
and again she watched the two figures leanly antic upon
the court. "I danced with one of those Sartoris boys
once. I was too scared to know which one It was* I
wasn't anything but a baby 3, then."

"Were they poets?" Horace asked. "1 niean^ the one
that gotlback? I know the other one* the dead one$ was.59

"He sure can drive that car of his," she answered,
still watching the players, her straight hair (hers was
the first bobbed head In town) not brown^ not gold^ her
brief nose in profile^ her brown^ still hand clasping her
racket. Belle stirred and freed her hand.

"Do go and play^ you all/5 she said. "You make me
nervous*, both of you."

Horace rose with alacrity. "Come on, Frankie. Let9s
you and I take *em on for a set.99

They took the court, matched against the two youths.
Horace was an exceptional player., erratic and bril-
liant. One who knew tennis and who had a cool head
could have defeated Mm out of hand by letting him
beat himself. But not these* His partner overreached
herself frequently, but Horace managed to retrieve
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